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An interesting comment would follow on some
doing of the day, a skit on some accepted belief
or a parody of some pretentious solemnity, a
winged word on a new book or a new author, and"
when everyone was smiling with amused enjoy-
ment, the fine eyes would become introspective,
the beautiful voice would take on a grave music
and Oscar would begin a story, a story with
symbolic second meaning or a glimpse of new
thought, and when all were listening enthralled,
of a sudden the eyes would dance, the smile
break forth again like sunshine and some spark-
ling witticism would set everyone laughing.

The spell was broken, but only for a moment.
A new clue would soon be given and at once
Oscar was off again with renewed brio to finer
effects.

The talking itself warmed and quickened him
extraordinarily: he loved to show off and aston-
ish his audience, and usually talked better after an
hour or two than at the beginning. His verve
was inexhaustible. But always a great part of
the fascination lay in the quick changes from
grave to gay, from pathos to mockery, from
philosophy to fun.

There was but little of the actor in him. When
telling a story he never mimicked his personages;
his drama seldom lay in clash of character, but
in thought; it was the sheer beauty of the words,